130                                    MEANWHILE
Mrs. Rylands lay on the big sofa and Mr. Sempack occupied an
arm-chair beside her. Miss Fenimore assisted at the conversation
on the other side of the fire-place. She played also a slow difficult
patterning patience on a card-table with two packs of cards, a
patience that kept her lips moving, not always inaudibly with,
'Black Knave goes on Queen and red ten on Knave, but what
then? All these come up, nine, eight, seven, but does that free a
space. Won't do. Won't do.5
She had excused herself for her patience. ' I can hear just as
well,5 she said, 'and it seems to steady my attention. I don't think
I miss the least little thing you say.5
Sometimes her patience kept her quite busy and sometimes she
would leave it alone and just sit back with the residue of her deck
in hand and take a long deep swig of whatever Mr. Sempack was
saying. Then she would sigh and resume her attack on her cards,
visibly refreshed.
Although Mr. Sempack never made the ghost of an allusion to
Lady Catherine, it was quite plain to Mrs. Rylands that the gist
of his talks with that lady lay under the rambling discourse like
bones beneath the contours of a limb. When he talked of the
greater importance of the man of science to the politician, he was
really exonerating himself from her charge of political impotence
and insignificance, and when he declared that with the abolition
of distance through the increasing ease of communication in the
world, there had come such an enlargement and complication of
political issues that they could no longer be dealt with dramati-
cally in a day or a week, she felt that he was still trying to disabuse
Lady Catherine from her delusion that decisive incidents at
elections, scenes in the House and displays of c personality' at
Cabinet meetings could have any real influence any longer upon
the course of human affairs. He talked casually and indolently as
things came into his head, but Mrs. Rylands perceived that the
green leather book would profit considerably by the things he was
saying.
His remarks joined on very directly to that earlier talk, that
successful social evening, that had so pleased her, that renewal of
the legendary glories of the Souls - and it was still not a fortnight
ago! He revived the vision of a greater civilisation ahead, a world
civilisation, in which the pursuit of science would be the chief
industry and increasing power an annual crop. That vision had a
little faded fromjsfc^ylands' mind. He restored it to probability